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The Beggar Girl . 



Andante . 



N? \ 



m 



± 



Mt p 1 ' t ; * Jl r • i g '-n ■ p 1 — p 

O—ver the mountains and o_ver the moor barefoota and wretched J wander forlorn; m-y 




harefootH and wretched J wander forlorn; mj- 
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3r the days that vri] 






fath _ er is dead and my Moth_er is poor, fhe griev’s for the days that will ne— ver re _ turn . 
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Call me not 1azy_back beggar , or bold enough , 

*■ \ j _xy ■' 

Fain would J learn far to knit and to sew j 
J ’ ve two little brothers at home, when they’re old enough, 
They will work hard for the gifts you bestow . 

Pity kind Gentlefolks etc. 
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Think while you revel fo carelefs and free , 
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Secure from harm both cloathed and fed : 
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Should fortune e’er cfjtmge how wretched ’twould be, 
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To beg at y*mr doflr for a morsel M bread . 
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Pity kind Gentlefolks etc. 
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what can the matter 



be? Johnny’s fo long '{ft t^e F^ir . 
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He promis’d to buy me a 






pair of blue ftockings , a pair of new Garters , that cost him but two pence, he promis’d he’d bring me a 
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of blue Ribbons to tie up my bP„„T b^own T^air . f 
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O, Dear! what can the matter be ? t 

DeaT ! Dear ! what can the matter be ? 

O Dear! what can the matter be 
Johnny’s fo long at the Fair . 

He promis’d to bring me a basket of Po’sies 
A Garland of Lillies, a garland of Roses, 

A little ftraw hat to fet of the bine ribbons 
That tie up my' bonny brown hair . 
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The blue Bell of Scotland • 
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Oh! where, and 



where 



High— land Lad die gone? 




where and oh where is vour High— land Laddie gone? 
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He’s pone to fight the Turks 
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for King 
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George upon the Throne . 



And’ tis oli ? 



in my heart 



wifh him fafe at Home . 




2 . 



I ’ . 3. 

r ° wl,eTe ’ aT * a where did vour Highland Laddi dwell /: In what cloaths ,in what cloatns, is .your Highland Laddieclad? :/ 
He dwelt in merr y Scotland , at the fign of the blue Bell ; His bonnet’s of the Saxon green, his waist coat’s of the plaid j 

And’ tis oh, in mv heart, J love the Laddiewell . And ’tis oh,iri my heart , J love the Highland Lad . 
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( Suppose, and fuppose that j-omHighland Lad fhould die 9 : j 
The Ragpipes fhouH play over him, J’dfit me down and cry •, 

And 'tis oh, in mv heart J wifh he may not die . 
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Antonio in her virgin breaft 
Fir ft rais'd the tendeT figli. 

His wifh obtain’d the Lover bleft 
He left the maid to die . 




Maid of Lody. 
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When this fair Maid of Lody 
Came from the neighboring fair. 
And faw me sad and bleeding , 
And fighing in despair, 

She from her Mule dis mounted 
And came to my relief, 

And led me to her cottage 
With figns of tender grief 



Mv wounds with care fhe healed , 
My heart with* wine fhe cheer’d ; 
And by her kind attention 
J foon in health appear’d . 

Within her lovely Dwelling 
Content for ever Smiles, 

Some tender tuneful ditty 
Each laboring hour beguiles . 



Arts may attempt describing 
What charms adorn her face, 

H er minds transcendant beauties, 
No language n’ er can trace . 

And when this maid of Lody 
Shall change her fingle ft ate, 

The happy Youth fhe choses 
Needs envy not the great . 
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Drink to me on 1 j with thine eyes and 



iWill pledge with 
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Tlie firft that from the Soul does rise J fent thee late a rosy wreath 



Does ask a drink divine, 



Not fo much hon’ring thee 



V • 

But might J of Jove’s Nectar Tup To giving it a hope that there 

J would not change for thine . Jt could not witjhwd be # 

✓ v 
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But thou thereon didft only breathe 
An^ fent it back to me ; 

Since when it looks and fmells J fwear 
Of nought else but of thee . 




